102                      RETROSPECT

and bound together by common interests
rather than by mutual devotion.

This, for instance, was one of the ludicrous
incidents which came back to me. There
was an odd little mediaeval room on the
ground-floor, given up as a sort of study, in
the school sense, to my elder brother and
myself. My younger brother, aged almost
eight, to show his power, I suppose, or to
protest against some probably quite real
grievance or tangible indignity, came there
secretly one morning in our absence, took a
shovelful of red-hot coals from the fire, laid
them on the hearth-rug, and departed. The
conflagration was discovered in time, the
author of the crime detected, and even the
most tolerant of supporters of nursery
anarchy could find nothing to criticise or
condemn in the punishment justly meted out
to the offender.

But here was the extraordinary part of
it all. I am myself somewhat afraid of
emotional retrospect, which seems to me as
a rule to have a peculiarly pungent and
unbearable smart about it I do not as a
rule like revisiting places which I have loved
and where I have been happy; it is simply
incurring quite unnecessary pain, and quite